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PA Cts With the Peer 


LOREEN'S LEGGINGS 


Loreen went to school in the fire- 
house. 

No, she didn’t blow the siren, or ring 
the bells, or shoot the water out of the 
firehose. 

There were too many children to squeeze 
into the regular school building, so Lo- 
reen’s class had been moved to a room 
above the firehouse. School was strictly 
business! 

However, though they took all their 
classes at the firehouse, the children went 
back to the main school building every day 
for lunch in the cafeteria. A station wagon 
carried them back and forth. 

As winter came on, Loreen’s mother said 
to her, “Whenever you go over to dinner, 
I want you to put your leggings on.” 























































Now, everybody who reads the JUNIOR 
GUIDE knows by this time that it always 
pays to obey Mother. But, alas, this story 
happened four years ago in February, seven 
months before the first JUNIOR GUIDE was 
printed. 

Instead of saying, “Thank you, Mother, 
for telling me what is best for me,” Loreen 
turned up her little round nose and said 
such things as would shock you if I told 
you what they were. Eo 

And when dinnertime came, she left he 
leggings in the locker and went off to din- 
ner without them. 

Nothing happened, just as she thought. 
And Mother didn’t find out. Not yet. 

Then came that sad day in February. 
Loreen told me all about it. 

“After we had eaten lunch,” she said, 
“I raced with some of the other girls to 
see which of us could get from the cafeteria 
to the station wagon first.” 

They walked as fast as they dared down 
a corridor to a door at the far end of the 
building. “Between the door and the car,” 
Loreen went on, “there was a steep slope. 
The other girls ran down at a certain 
place, but I was sure another place would 
be less slippery, so I ran down there. 

“But I was wrong! I fell, and a man had 
to come and help me up. I looked at my 
legs. I had all sorts of cuts. ‘If only I had 
had my leggings on!’ I thought. But worse 
was to come.” 

The man took her to the teacher, who 
applied merthiolate and bandages, and 
asked if there were any more sores. That’s 
when Loreen found she had a terrible, deep 
gash four inches long that she hadn’t felt 
because her leg was so cold. 

Mother found out then, of course. And 
what a terrible time Loreen had! There 
were trips to the doctor, and to the hos- 
pital, and an operation, and four weeks in 
bed. And after all that, she had a scar left 
that will never go away. 

“If only I had had my leggings on!” said 
Loreen. “They would have protected my 
legs and I would not have been cut. 

“Tell those Juniors,” she says, “it always 
pays to obey Mother.” 

And, really, it does. 


Your friend, 


. om Ware? 














DEATH OR DISHONOR 


By G. M. MATHEWS 


WwW: APPROACHED the large grass-cov- 
ered building gingerly. It used to be 
the palace of an African king, and we didn’t 
know what it would be like inside. But 
we did know that there were a lot of kings 
buried there. 

At the entrance we were told to remove 
our shoes. Then we walked slowly on the 
soft matted floor toward the tombs of two 
of Uganda’s most famous kings. Beside the 
graves we saw several old women sitting 
reverently on the floor. I was told in whis- 


pers that they were the only living widows 
of King Mwanga—and that they must sit 
by the grave of their husband until they 
died. 

Many others of Mwanga’s wives were 
killed the day of his funeral and were 
buried with him. King Mwanga himself 
shed much human blood while he was alive 
and ruler of his people. He disliked the 
Christians especially, and killed or drove 
out most of the Christian missionaries from 

To page 17 


Taking off our shoes, we walked gingerly into the dead king’s palace, wondering what we would find. 





FEBRUARY 20, 1957 / 3 





HOW BILLY THE BULLY CHANGED 
HIS NAME 


By IVY R. DOHERTY 


| pee little shrimps, hand over that base- 
ball right this minute!” demanded Billy 
Sommerfield of the little second-grade boys 
he met on the sidewalk outside the school 
grounds. 

“No!” shouted little Ben in his biggest 
voice. “It’s my ball and you can’t have it. 
My dad gave it to me for my birthday, 
and he told me to take good care of it. 
You leave us alone!” 

“Who said?” came the angry reply. Billy 
didn’t like to have the small fry—as he 
called the little boys—stand up for their 
rights. He'd see to it, therefore, that they 
got back into their right places—quickly! 

“Hand it over, I say! It’s my ball, and 
I'll prove it to you!” And as quick as a 
wink he had snatched the ball from the 
little fellow’s trembling hand and scribbled 
rapidly, “BILLY SOMMERFIELD” across 
its smooth, white surface. 

“There now,” he challenged triumphantly. 
“Who will believe a kid like you! You go 
and tell your teacher, and she will see my 
name there, and then what?” 

Ben began to blink back the tears. It 
wasn’t the first time Billy had picked on 
him. He went and appealed to his teacher. 
But she was new and did not know that 
Billy’s nickname was “Billy the Bully.” So 
she decided that the little fellow had made 
a mistake and gave Billy the benefit of the 
doubt, because his name was on the ball. 

Before Ben’s parents had time to com- 
plain about Bill’s behavior, Bill cunningly 


gave the ball back to its rightful owner. 
The name had been erased. That was Bill’s 
system. He was brave when he thought no 
one larger would catch up with him; but 
at heart he was a coward. 

On the bus home from school he en- 
joyed pulling the long braids that hung 
down Doris’s back. He always tried to sit 
behind for the very purpose of annoying 
her in order to break the monotony of the 
afternoon trip. Doris whimpered occasion- 
ally, but she was too proud to complain to 
the driver. After all, she was the same age 
as Bill, and maybe the bus driver would 
think she was a “softie” if she couldn't 
take care of herself. 

One day at the water fountain, a third- 
grade girl wanted a drink. Bill made her 
wait until he had had his fill, and then he 
stood in her way so she couldn’t put her 
hand to the faucet. With a sly grin, he told 
her, “I'll turn it for you.” Trustingly, she 
put her mouth to the stream of clear water 
and Billy let the water go full force. 
“Didn’t you know this fountain is called 
Old Faceful?” he asked her with a horrid 
grin. It was funny to watch the water spurt 
all over her hair, face, and clothes, he mused. 
And my! Wasn't she surprised! Billy went 
off chuckling to himself. He would have to 
try that another time. It was better than he 
had anticipated. 

Mr. Wade, the principal, found Billy one 
day pounding a boy several years younger 
than himself during noon recess. Scarcely 
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twenty-four hours later he came on the © 


bully again. This time he had hit a child 
on the head for daring to run in front of 
him when the whistle blew, and he was in 
a hurry to get to his room. 

Billy needed straightening up, Mr. Wade 
decided. 

“You're quite a young bully,” he told 
him. “At least, that is what they used to 
call boys like you when I went to school,” 
and he gave Billy some very stiff punish- 
ment. But with Billy, punishment had no 
effect. He seemed to enjoy it, and he 
went right on being “Billy the Bully.” 

Mrs. Trent, his teacher, was tired of him. 
She had had too many interviews with him 
about the way he treated the smaller chil- 
dren. But she had no success either. She 
took the problem to Mr. Wade. 

“I know all about that young man,” Mr. 
Wade sighed. “I've watched him and I've 
punished him. I hardly know what to do.” 

“Maybe we should talk to his parents,” 
suggested Mrs. Trent. 

“We could try,” said Mr. Wade. “In fact, 
I think I'll visit his home in the next day 
or two.” 


Mr. Wade and Mrs. Trent first noticed the 
change in Billy one morning before school 
began. They could hardly believe their eyes. 














He did. And he learned 
that Bill's mother and father 
knew only too well that their 
son was a bully. Often 
Mrs. Sommerfield had been 
deeply hurt as she had heard 
the little boys across the street chanting, 
“Billy’s a bully! Billy's a bully!” Mr. Wade 
said he had tried every way he could think 
of to help the boy and had not succeeded. 
Mrs. Sommerfield confessed that she had 
done the same. No matter how she had ap- 
pealed to him, nothing seemed to make any 
difference. 

When Mr. Wade had gone, Mrs. Som- 
merfield did a great deal of serious think- 
ing about her son. Finally it came to her that 
if she had tried everything she could think 
of and those things had failed, and if Mr. 
Wade and Mrs. Trent had done the same, 
then there remained one possibility, and 
that was praying to God that something 
would happen to change Bill’s heart. That, 
she decided, was getting right to the root 
of the matter. 

And so, true to her decision, she prayed 
every day, and many times a day, that Bill 
would experience a change of heart. 

Bill was sitting in church. Not listening, 

To page 18 
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STAIRWAY TO THE STARS 


By ANOBEL ARMOUR 





CHAPTER 2: NEW FAMILY 





LARA, Clara,’ Mrs. Barton called. Her 

voice was pitched high because she 
hoped to make it carry to wherever Clara 
might be. Then she listened carefully but 
she didn’t hear any answering sound. “That 
child is gone all the time,’ she half-com- 
plained. 

Captain Barton understood how she felt 
but he understood how Clara felt too. “Now 
that school is out, she likes to run and play,” 
he explained. 

Mrs. Barton nodded, but she looked wor- 
ried anyhow. “I know,” she admitted slowly. 
“But Clara is eight now and she should be 
helping me more. When I was eight I 
could spin and sew and even cook, if I had 
to. 
Twinkling at her, Captain Barton asked 
slyly, “I don’t suppose you ever slipped 
out and went horseback riding?” 

Coloring up until she looked like a red 
apple, Mrs. Barton began to laugh. “Well, 
I can’t deny that I rode horseback any time 
I got a chance.” 

Just then they heard the clatter of hoofs 
and looked out to see Clara and her big 
brother David pulling up, side by side. 

“Well, I almost beat you,” Clara boasted. 
Her brown hair was flying and the ribbon 
that was supposed to hold it in place was 
streaming out behind. 

David grinned. “The horses’ noses are 
just even,” he said. “That proves that 
neither of us won.” 

“I don’t care really,” Clara said. “I would 
rather be right beside you than ahead of 
you anyhow.” David laughed and reached 
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over and patted her tousled hair. Then she 
slid down from her saddle, and David took 
the horses away to the stable to rub them 
down. 

“Shall we tell her now?” Mrs. Barton 
whispered. 

“I think she should know right away,” 
Captain Barton told his wife. “After all, 
this is going to make a big difference in 
her life.” 

Breaking off a piece of newly-baked 
bread, Mrs. Barton put it on a plate for 
Clara. Then she poured her a bowl of cool 
milk. She was always trying to get Clara 
to eat more so she would grow a little 
bigger. 

Then while Clara was eating, Mrs. Barton 
told her what was going to happen. “I have 
two surprises,” she announced. 

“Oh, I love surprises,” Clara glowed. 

“Well, we are going to move,” her 
mother said abruptly. 

Clara’s eyes widened like moons. “Away 
from this house?” She was so startled that 
she spilled a dribble of milk on the red- 
checked tablecloth. 

“Yes, we are going to need a large place,” 
Mrs. Barton explained. 

Looking very bewildered, Clara waited. 
This place had always been big enough 
and there weren’t any more of them now 
than there had been. 

“You remember when I took you up 
by the Ebenezer Learned homestead and 
told you that the Learneds were your grand- 
mother Barton’s people, don’t you?” her 
father asked. 


























“Yes, I remember,” Clara said. “A great 
big brick house with lots and lots of room. 
One part of it was a wing, you said. I 
hadn’t known until then that houses had 
wings.” 

“Well, it’s that very wing that makes it 
so important to us now,” Captain Barton 
explained. “Jeremiah Learned has died and 
left a widow and two sons and two daugh- 
ters, and we are going to make a home 
together. We are going to live in the main 
part of the house, and they will live in the 
big wing.” 

“Now,” Mrs. Barton said, “we have to 
get ready to move. It will be a very big job.” 

Clara didn’t like the idea one bit to be- 
gin with. For it meant leaving her brothers 
and sisters behind, and how could she bear 
to be parted from them? And what would 
the children be like in the new house? She 
was sure they would be as old as her own 
brothers and sisters, but they would no 
doubt be constantly telling her to be quiet 
and keep in her place. No, she didn’t like 
the idea at all! But since it had to be, 
she would help pack. 

And as soon as she was through eating, 
she went upstairs to her own room and 
began taking things out of the big chest of 
drawers. Then she remembered! Running to 
the top of the stairs, she called down, “I 





almost forgot. You said 
two surprises, Mother. What 
was the second one?” 

Mrs. Barton kept right on 
stacking the dishes for Clara 
to wrap later. “That's the one 
you have to wait to find out about,” she said 
cheerfully. 

“Oh,” Clara said. She wanted to ask more 
questions but she knew it wouldn’t do any 
good. Besides, she liked to make a surprise 
last as long as possible. 

Several days later, Clara sat in the big 
phaeton, holding in her lap a basket with 
two large, fresh-baked cherry pies in it. 
They were a present for the folks at the 
Learned place. She had baked them her- 
self. And she had hemmed the snowy white 
tea towel which was spread over them. She 
was very proud. But even at that, she liked 
being outdoors a lot better than house 
things. 

She thought wistfully of her brothers 
and sisters. They had always taught her 
things that she really wanted to learn. With 
these new big people things would probably 
be very different. They would all want to 
teach her things to do around the house, 
like as not. 

She sighed deeply, but even as she sighed 
she thought about how much that would 





Clara walked slowly into the carriage house. It was dark inside, and she moved carefully. Then 


she bumped against something with her feet and fell to the ground. The “thing” grunted loudly! 
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please her mother. “I'll do my best,” she 
said, her breath coming quickly. 

Her mother looked at her, perplexed. 
After all, she couldn’t know what Clara 
was thinking. Before she had time to ask her, 
they pulled up in the big driveway. Mrs. 
Learned was standing in the doorway to 
greet them. Clara looked past her, trying 
to see the two sons and two daughters. She 
wondered if they would be anything like 
David and Dolly and Sally and Stephen. 
But she didn’t see anyone. 

Very gravely she handed the basket to 
Mrs. Learned. “I baked them myself,” she 
said, as they went into the house. 

Mrs. Learned looked very pleased and 
very surprised. “Why, you don’t mean that 
you can bake pies already!” she said. “Well, 
I never!” 

Clara was just getting ready to ask her 
if her daughters hadn’t learned to bake pies 
long ago, when she heard a funny scraping 
sound. It sounded like a mouse on the 
other side of the door, scratching to get in 
—or out. Only it must be an enormous 
mouse. 

Beaming at her in a friendly way, Mrs. 
Learned said, “Why don’t you go see what 
it is?” 

But Clara sat glued to the chair. She was 
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too shy to go poking around a new and 
strange place. Then she saw something flit 
by the window. It looked like a big shadow, 
running. In another minute another shadow 
followed it. She looked across the room at 


another window. There was something 
there, too. 

“I think this place is haunted,” Clara 
said. 


“I think it is too,” Mrs. Barton laughed. 
Then she looked down into her lap, as if 
suddenly remembering something. “I’ve for- 
gotten the check list of the things we 
brought,” she told ‘Clara. “Will you go out to 
the phaeton and get it for me?” 

Clara promptly started toward the front 
door. “I think the phaeton will be back 
at the carriage house by now,” Mrs. Learned 
said quickly. “You can go out this way.” 

Getting up obediently, Clara walked over 
to the door. She stopped to listen first, 
but the scratching had stopped. Then she 
scooted through and ran the length of the 
long kitchen and out the side door. She 
heard feet running as she came out. Look- 
ing quickly around, she didn’t see anyone. 
Slowly she walked toward the carriage house 
—but her mind wasn’t on the list at all. 

Pushing the big door open, she stepped 

To page 19 














Small Girl at the Door 





By DAPHNE COX 


a colporteur was having a hard task 
convincing the lady that she needed the 
set of books he was trying to sell. After 
all, he told her, they were good books, the 
kind that everyone should have in their 
home. One was Children’s Hour and the 
other was a volume by Mrs. E. G. White. 
Definitely, these books were needed. Why, 
children all around the world loved Uncle 
Arthur’s stories; they were much better 
than the comics and trashy stories some 
publishers printed. These were inspiring, 
uplifting, moral stories. 


The small girl did not realize, when she sold the 
lady a copy of “Health,” that she was making it 
easy for her father to sell a whole set of books. 
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But the lady said No. She was quite 
firm about it. She did mot want the books. 
To help her in her argument, she called 
her mother in. And, of course, her mother 
agreed with her. As they pointed out to 
the colporteur, the lady's baby was only 
a few weeks old. 

The colporteur tried another tactic. He 
talked about the weather. My, it was hot! 
His suit was clinging to him; it would be 
a lovely day for a swim. Both ladies agreed, 
and said how changeable the weather was, 
and that only the week before it had been 
pouring rain, and it had been cold too. 
Then the elderly mother remarked how on 
the coldest day a small girl had come to 
her door selling magazines. 

At that, the colporteur listened even more 
closely. The elderly lady went on. “She 
was such a nice little girl. The nicest little 
girl I have met for a long time. She came 
to the door, and spoke to me for quite a 
few minutes!” 

“Did you buy her magazine?” asked the 
colporteur. 

“Oh, yes,” came the reply. “She was work- 
ing on some ‘earn it yourself’ project and 
I wanted to help her. It was certainly a 
pleasure to meet a little girl like that.” 

Now the colporteur was pretty certain. 
He smiled, and inquired, “What was the 
name of the magazine?” 

“Health,” she told him. 

“Then that little girl was my daughter,” 
he said. 

“Well, fancy that!” the ladies exclaimed. 

He pointed to Children’s Hour and re- 
marked that it was her favorite book. Then 
he added, “I think that maybe her choice 
of books has something to do with her 
character.” To page 18 
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ADVENTURES OF COPY, THE 


DISAPPEARING CAT 
By CAROL SUE CHILSON, Age 11 
Sheboygan, Wisconsin 


When we moved from Oregon to Wis- 
consin, in August, 1955, we had to take 
our kitty, which we called Copy, with us. 

We stopped at a town in Wyoming and 
got out of the car. When we came back 
Copy was gone! “Oh, dear,” said my brother 
Bobby. “The windows are all open. What 
should we do?” 

We prayed that we would find him, but 
though we searched a long while there was 
no Copy. Daddy said we would have to 
drive on, so away we went, leaving poor 
Copy behind. After we had gone a few 
miles, we heard a faint “meow.” Out came 
Copy from underneath the seat. He hadn't 
liked the noisy town, so he had gone under 
the seat for silence. 

When we got to Wisconsin we had to 
take Copy to camp meeting with us. We 
were getting along fine until the last two 
days. Copy disappeared! We didn’t have any 
idea where he could be this time. 

The last day came, still no cat. Pretty 
soon we would have to go home without 
him. 

We prayed that we would find Copy be- 
fore we had to leave, but it was getting late 
and we had to go. 

Just as we were about to leave, a friend 
of ours came by with Copy. This is what had 
happened. Two days before, Copy was wan- 
dering around and he came to an open 
cabin. He went inside behind a stack of 
chairs and then someone locked the door. 


10 { JUNIOR GUIDE 





something in the cabin the day it was 
locked. On the last day she remembered. 
While she was there she heard a cat, and 
knowing our cat was lost, she was sure 
it was ours. Again God had answered our 
prayers. 

We had lived in our new house for 
about three days when Copy disappeared 
again. Once more we prayed that God 
would help us find him. He was gone for a 
whole week, and we put an advertisement 
in the newspaper about him 

One day a lady called and told us she 
had found a cat. We went to her house 
and it was our kitty. God had heard our 
prayers again. We still have our Copy cat! 

Or do we? “Hey, Copy, come here! 
Where are you?” 





A DREAM OF HEAVEN 
By BONNIE FAY PAINTER, 7th Grade 
Stanley, Virginia 


Last night | dreamed of heaven and | wished 
with all my might 

That | could travel up there and spend a 
day and night. 


1 dreamed | saw Elijah walking down the 
streets of gold, 

And listened to the story of salvation that 
he told. 


I joined the saints in songs of praise that 
they were loudly singing, 

And the praises that we sang that night | 
still hear faintly ringing. 


I saw some robed in spotless white with a 
border of bright red, 

And wondered if some wondrous thing they 
had done or said. 


| asked an angel standing near, "What means 
that scarlet band?" 


Our friend’s wife had forgotten to put 7 





With a look of joy and gladness the angel 
raised his hand. 


“These,” the angel answered, “are the ones 
who paid the price, 

These are they who died because they loved 
our Jesus Christ." 


Walking just a little farther down the streets 
of shining gold, 

| saw a marble mansion rise in beauty still 
untold. 


4 & walked out in the country—how I wish 


you had been there! 
To see the many flowers that were blooming 
everywhere. 


I saw the children playing and laughing out 
in glee, 

Praising Him who died for them on Calvary's 
cruel tree. 


And then alas my visit to the heavenly land 
was o'er; 

And I'm longing so for Christ to come and 
take me back once more. 





A GOOD NAME 
By BARBARA O'DONNELL, Age 13 
Fort Dodge, lowa 


Mary, thirteen years old, went out of her 
way to speak to a friend in the hall, while 
Virginia scowled and took the shortest way 
to class. In fact, no one ever heard a friendly 
“Hi” or even saw a happy smile on Vir- 
ginia’s face. 

Which girl received favor and recogni- 
tion from the other teen-agers? Yes, you 
have guessed correctly, it was Mary. 

Bob loved to go out with the neighbor- 
hood crowd. Many times they broke the 
law with pleasure. Bob loved the excite- 
ment and thought he was very smart to 
go around with this gang. Actually, he and 
his crowd were making a bad name for 
themselves and also for their section of 
own, their school, and eventually for the 

hole community. 

In a few years the unpopular Bob found 
his friends gone, his family ashamed; and 
when he tried to find employment, no one 
would hire him. Why? He had done great 
wrongs and made a bad name for himself. 

“A good name is rather to be chosen 
than great riches,” the Bible says (Prov. 
22:1). Maybe you and I will never be 


wealthy and important. But if our friends 
trust and honor us, it will be much bet- 
ter! 





TWITTER 
By DON R. GIBSON, Age 13 


Gentry, Arkansas 


She was just a little baby sparrow when 
Lyndell found her in the grass and brought 
her into the house. We fed her some cot- 
tage cheese, which she liked very well. She 
grew and loved to eat and would sing as 
well as any sparrow. When she was hun- 
gry she would chirp until someone came 
to feed her more cheese. 

She wanted to fly one day so we let 
her fly around the house. One day we let 
her go outside, but she would come back 
to the house for food and water. Then one 
very sad day we found her in a tank of 
water, drowned. 

I always look forward to the time when 
we can have birds as tame as she was and 
won't be afraid of their drowning. Don’t 
you? 





SONG OF PRAISE 
By MILDRED JAMIESON, Age 13 


Minitonas, Manitoba, Canada 
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Te lean, brown pup couldn’t remember 
when he hadn’t been hungry. Since he 
had lost his mother, life had been grim. 

Occasionally he raided a garbage can, but 
always some shrill-voiced woman drove him 
away before his hunger was satisfied. The 
only contacts he had with men usually ended 
with a kick from a heavily booted foot. A 
homeless dog led a hard life. 

On this damp, chilly day in early spring 
he hadn't eaten since the night before when 
he had found a moldy, half-eaten sandwich 
on the schoolhouse playground. His stomach 
was now clamoring loudly for food—any- 
thing, he wouldn’t be particular—just so it 
would fill that empty, aching part of his 
anatomy. 

The dog thought of the garbage can be- 
hind Nick’s Cafe. Sometimes he had been 
lucky enough to find a big, juicy bone in 
it, which had lasted for several meals. But 
the last time he had visited Nick’s garbage 
can, the big, black-browed man had taken 
a shot at him with a BB gun, and even now 
the pup could feel the bite of the sharp 
steel balls as they zinged through the air 
and struck him. But the gnawing in his 
stomach overbalanced that stinging memory 
as he set off for Nick’s. 

He was a dejected looking character as he 
slunk along the alleys, his brown hide hang- 
ing loosely on his big-boned frame, his head 
drooping low and an apologetic expression 
in his watery brown eyes. As he thought of 
the potential dinner from Nick’s garbage 
pail, his pink tongue lolled from the side 
of his mouth, and he trotted a little faster. 

“Well, hello there, pooch! Where do you 
think you’re going?” 

The dog’s thoughts had been so intent on 
food that he hadn't heard the soft step be- 
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HOW HERO EARNED HI: 
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hind him, and whirling around, half cow- 
ering, half savage, he looked distrustfully 
into a pair of bright blue eyes under a shock 
of fiery red hair. 

A boy about thirteen years old was look- 
ing down at him with the friendliest ex- 
pression on his freckled face that the dog 
had ever seen. They stood and looked at 
each other for a moment; the dog ready to 
run at any quick movement or unfriendly 
attitude. Then the boy slowly lowered him- 
self to the level of the dog’s eyes, and with 
their faces only a few inches apart he said, 
“You look like you’ve seen some rough 
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By THELMA LEE OLANDER 


weather, old boy, but you wouldn’t be bad 
looking if you had a bath and some fat on 
your bones. How'd you like to go home 
with me?” 

The brown pup couldn’t understand the 
words, but the tone was unmistakable. Here 
was a friend. All the devotion that had been 
bottled up inside him for so many months, 
now rushed to meet this wonderful creature, 
and as the boy got to his feet and started 
down the alley, the little pup followed him 
slowly. Every now and then the boy gave a 
whistle, and said a few low words, encour- 
aging the little dog to follow. 




















































“I don’t know what Dad will say,” thought 
the boy with some misgivings; “but maybe 
I can talk him into letting me keep him.” 

As the two neared home their steps lagged 
a little. The doubt in the boy’s mind seemed 
to transfer itself to the dog’s, and he was 
reluctant to follow, but after an encourag- 
ing pat on the head, he followed the boy 
around the house to the back door. The 
boy’s mother was in the back yard taking 
some clothes off the line, and when she saw 
the dog she shrieked, “Danny Howard, where 
on earth did you find that!” 

Here was another of those shrill-voiced 
women. Maybe he had made a mistake after 
all in following this boy, and the pup’s tail 
tucked itself farther under his body as he 
turned to trot out of the yard. 


“Here, pooch! Come back here!” and 
Danny's gentle hand was on his head, rub- 
bing the little hollow place between his eyes. 

“She's all right. When she gets to know 
you, she'll like you too!” 

“Now, Danny, you know what your fa- 
ther said about any more dogs. I know how 
much you want one, but why couldn't you 
have found a’—she groped for a word— 
“prettier one?” 


“Aw, Mom, the pretty ones don’t need me. 
This one does, and besides, 
he’s just a pup. When he 
gets grown he'll be better 
looking. You'll help me 
with Dad, won’t you?” 
“We—ll, I don’t know. 
Dogs are a lot of trouble, 
but you can keep him 
around till Dad gets home, 
and he can decide.” 
When Dad came in the 
gate that evening he was 


—~.. met on the front porch by 


ex his son and a freshly bathed 
ome pup. The bath had helped 
his looks considerably, but 
it would take a few weeks 
to fill out the hollows in 
his body caused by the in- 
frequency of meals. 
“Well, what have you 
there?” Danny’s father eyed 
the dog in some distaste. 


- Into the country Linda walked, 

ee not having the least idea how 
far it was to Grandma’s house. 
Hero plodded right beside her. 











WINTER NIGHT 


By STELLA CRAFT TREMBLE 


Give me a book and a fireplace on a cold and starry night; 

While I'm warm and cozy by the fire, and the world is ermine white, 
The puff and crackle of the blaze is a welcome sound to hear, 

And a place beside the fire | love when the night is cold and clear! 


And when the biting winds in fury lash the leafless trees about, 

And the creaking branches bend beneath the weight of the sleet without; 
When Winter holds in her icy clasp the snowdrifts mounting high, 

I'll sit by the window undisturbed till the storm has passed me by! 


Here at home is a happy realm where Winter is held at bay; 

From flaming tongues of the ruddy fire come songs of a summer day! 
Though winds may blow around me or the cold moon on me stare, 
I'm cozy at home before the fire, and Heaven is with me there! 


——————_<z{Zz—“—<—<£_{_=—éeS —_@_>;_z{z&=[—— oot 


“This is Hero, Dad. What do you think 
of him?” said Danny hopefully. 

“I'd rather not say right at this moment,” 
said his father with sarcasm. “But I will say 
he looks like anything but a hero. Where 
did you get him?” 

As Danny told his parent about finding 
the little stray dog, the words came tumbling 
out in an eloquent plea that he be allowed 
to keep the pup. He promised to take full 
responsibility for him, see that he was fed, 
bathed, and even “de-flead!” 

“It looks as though you will be pretty 
busy with that last item,” grinned his father 
as the dog enthusiastically attacked a member 
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the ignoble 
family that inhab- 
ited his coat. 

“Then may I 
keep him?” asked 
Danny eagerly. 

“Well, we'll 
try it for a while,” 
said Mr. Howard. 
“But remember,” 
he added sternly, 
“you have full re- 
sponsibility for 
him. Feed, water, 
bath, and if he 
breaks or destroys 
anything, you will 
have to pay for it 
out of your allow- 
ance.” 

“Sure, sure, it'll 
be worth it!” and 
Danny lovingly 
fingered the soft 
ears of the pup. 
Then with a sharp 
whistle they were 
off the porch and 
out into the yard 
like a small whirl- 
wind. 

Dad was shak- 
ing his head when 
he came into the 
fragrant kitchen 
where Mother was 
preparing supper. 

“I don’t know,” 
he said. “We'll 
probably be sorry 
good many 

times, but the boy 
does need a dog, I suppose. But why in 
the world couldn’t it have been a better 
looking one!” 

As the spring and summer days flew by, 
Hero seemed to grow in all directions. It 
was plain to be seen that he would be a 
large dog with the mark of a Great Dane 
somewhere in his background. Under the in- 
fluence of good food and big-hearted de- 
votion, the cruel, starved days of his un- 
happy past began to fade, and he couldn't 
remember when he didn’t love the world, 
and everything in it. Sometimes this love 
of the things that were in it got him into 
difficulty—like the morning Mr. Howard 





. 











)) 


sent him out onto the lawn to bring in the: 


morning paper. The newsboy had failed to 
fold it as tightly as usual, and as Hero 
picked it up in his mouth a corner came 
unfolded. What fun! He shook the paper 
a little, and more corners flew open. What 
a wonderful crackling sound! By this time 
Hero was so enchanted with his little game 
that he began running in circles, tearing 
paper as he went. 


arn what was delaying his paper, Hero 

as lying in the midst of hundreds of small 
pieces of it, happily chewing on the front 
page. He learned then that newspapers, be- 
sides making interesting playthings, can also 
make a frightening sound and a sharp 
sting on one’s back when wielded by an 
irate paper reader. 

Danny also learned a few lessons about 
patience and self-denial. He had been sav- 
ing his allowance for a new light for his 
bicycle, and had almost enough. Then Hero 
felt the urge to sharpen his teeth, and what 
could be better than one of Mrs. Howard’s 
new shoes? They were expensive shoes, 
and she had worn them only a few times, 
but one must have two shoes, and when 
Hero finished with the right one, the only 
recognizable thing was the heel, and it was 
badly scarred. There went the money for 
Danny's new bicycle light. 

Even his four-year-old sister, Linda, felt 
that Hero was a fifth wheel. He was con- 
tinually ruffling the feelings of her little 
kitten, Kitty-Blue. Everyone knew how 
timid Kitty-Blue was, and that great, big 
awkward pup kept her in a constant state 
of nerves. 

But Hero romped through the joyous 
days, blissfully unaware that he was only 
tolerated because Danny loved him so de- 
votedly. Gladly would he have given his 
life for Danny or the ones he loved. 

During the summer Mrs. Howard's 
mother came from her home in the coun- 
try to visit the family. She was a most wel- 
come guest, and Linda especially loved to 

with her. They held long conversa- 
tions, and Grandma told her stories, pushed 
her in her swing, and took her for walks. 
After Grandma had gone, Linda missed her 
very much. 

One blue and gold October day, as she 
sat on the porch rocking her doll, Linda 
said to herself, “I wish I could see Grandma. 
Maybe I could go visit her. Mamma says 


‘ By the time Mr. Howard looked out to 


it’s not far away. I believe I'll try and find 
her.” 

Mother was in the kitchen busily mak- 
ing cookies, and didn’t see the little girl 
in the blue dress slip out the front gate 
and trot down the sidewalk. But Hero, 
stretched out in the sun taking a nap near 
the porch, heard the click of the gate latch, 
and sleepily opened one eye. He saw Linda 
open the gate and step out onto the side- 
walk. Then he raised his massive head and 
opened both eyes and watched intently to 
see if she would turn into one of the houses 
on the street. But Linda kept on going. 
This wasn’t the way it should be! Hero 
got to his feet and trotted to the front 
gate. Latched! Well, there’s more than one 
way to get on the other side. He backed 
off a little way, took a running start, and 
cleared the fence with easy grace. 

He could see the little blue figure at the 
end of the street as she looked this way 
and that at the traffic swirling past her. The 
dog reached her side quickly and tugging 
at her dress, tried to persuade her to turn 
around and go home. But Linda was de- 
termined to go to Grandma’s, and Hero 
was not going to stop her! 

As the little girl crossed the street, the 
dog kept close beside her. She pushed him 
away, saying, “Go on back home, you big, 
old clumsy dog. I don’t want you along 
when I go to see Grandma!” But evidently 
here was a young lady who needed some 
looking after, and Hero intended to see 
that nothing happened to her. 

Down the street they went—the big dog 
and the small girl. Their heads were about 
the same level, and when Linda turned to 
scold him Hero’s brown eyes looked into 
her blue ones as if to say, “Dear little girl! 
You need me! I’m going to stay right here 
with you.” 

Now they passed the limits of the small 
town and were out on the highway. Linda 
tried to walk on the smooth pavement, 
but Hero crowded her onto the shoulder 
away from the whizzing traffic. As they 
walked along no one in the swiftly moving 
cars seemed to notice them. Linda’s feet 
began to drag. 

“Hero, we ought to be at Grandma's 
pretty soon. It isn’t far. Mamma said we had 
to go through the woods to get there. 
Maybe we had better turn off the road up 
there where the trees are and take a short 
cut to Grandma’s house.” 
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CONTRIBUTIONS WANTED 


FOR JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

Stories should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. 

Poems should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

Drawings should be on stiff paper or poster 
board. They may be drawn in black pencil, 
black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, or 
water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink. These don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on croquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

Photographs will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will be 
printed. If yours does not come out within 
six months, try again! But think what fun it 
will be to see your story or picture in print! 
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As she talked to him, Hero pressed closer 
to her. When they came to the thick woods, 
Linda turned off the highway. Hero ob- 
jected vocally. Now, where was she going? 
Didn’t she know those woods were full of 
all sorts of things? Hero stood and barked. 
Then he ran to the little girl as she was 
crawling under the wire fence and taking 
her dress in his teeth attempted to pull her 
back. She hit his face impatiently. 

“Stop that, Hero! Let me alone! Go on 
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back home! I’m going to Grandma’s!” and 
she stood up on the other side of the fence. 
There was nothing for Hero to do but 
wriggle under the fence too. 

The sun was getting lower; in the woods 
it was dim and quiet, and Linda had diffi- 
culty walking in the tangled grass. Once 
she caught her foot in a long trailing vine 
and would have fallen if Hero hadn’t been 
near. She threw her arms about him to 
steady herself. 


“My, but it’s a long way, isn’t it, Hero" ® 


said Linda, panting. “I’m getting hungry, 
and so tired. Let’s sit down and rest,” and the 
little girl dropped wearily on an old log. 

Back home Mother had finished baking 
the cookies, and missing Linda’s voice went 
to look for her. Just then the telephone 
rang, and Mrs. Howard became involved 
in a long conversation with a friend. When 
she had finished she resumed her search 
for Linda. A trip to the sand pile re- 
vealed nothing. Then she called down to 
the basement—no answer. She climbed the 
stairs to Linda’s room, but it was empty. 
She went to the neighbor’s across the 
alley, but “No,” said the neighbor, “Linda 
hasn’t been here all day.” 

Well, this was developing into quite a 
situation. The child had never run away 
before, and the possibility seemed remote 
in Mrs. Howard’s mind. However, a trip 
around the neighborhood brought no re- 
sults, and by now the mother was becom- 
ing very anxious. She called her husband at 
his office, but he seemed to think there was 
no cause for alarm. As she hung up the 
telephone, the back door slammed, and she 
called hopefully, “Linda! Where have you 
been?” But it was only Danny home from 
school. 

After his mother told him of Linda’s dis- 
appearance and her concern, he said, “I'll 
bet Hero can find her,” and going to the 
door he whistled for his dog. But Hero did 
not come. After calling and whistling sev- 
eral times, Danny went back into the room 
where his mother was making more tele- 
phone calls. 

“Hero is gone too, Mother. I’m sure he 
is with Linda, and will take good care of 
her. Now don’t worry, Mom, we'll find her, 
and she will be all right.” 

But Mrs. Howard was worried, and she 
was not one to sit still while something 
dreadful might be happening to her little 
girl. She backed the car out of the garage, 











» 


and taking Danny with her, drove to Mr. 
Howard's office, and together they began 
the search for the missing child. Soon oth- 
ers joined the search, and by dark the 
whole town was aroused by the fearful news 
that a little child was out alone, with night 
coming on. 

The kind neighbors and townspeople 
gathered at the home of the Howards and 

ade plans for a searching party. 

Danny kept saying hopefully, “Don’t 
worry, Mother. Hero won’t let anything hap- 
pen to her.” 

“What would that big overgrown pup 
know about protecting a child!” said his 
father sharply. “And besides, no one knows 
for sure he is with her. Probably out chas- 
ing some neighbor’s cat!” 

“Well, I'll bet he’s with her, and I just 
know she is all right!” said Danny stoutly. 

“O, yes, please, dear God, let her be all 
right!” whispered Mrs. Howard as tears 
crowded her eyelids. 

Back in the woods, Linda found a few wild 
grapes that the birds had overlooked, and 
after eating them came back to the log. 

It was almost dark now, and she said, 
“Hero, we won't find Grandma’s house to- 
night. I think I'll just sit down on the 
ground and lean against this log for a 
while. Maybe Daddy will come and take us 
to Grandma’s.” 

After a while her rhythmic breathing 
told Hero that Linda was fast asleep. He 
crept close to her. 

They had been sleeping for some time, 
Hero’s relaxed body pressed close against 
the child. His cocked ear twitched from 
time to time as it caught the small night 
sounds around them. Then dimly Hero 
was aware of a steady “Thud, thud, thud!” 
Both ears stood erect. There it was again! 
“Thud, thud, thud!” The hairs on his neck 
stiffly arose, and a low growl rumbled in 
his throat. The sounds kept moving nearer, 
and now they were accompanied by the 


ae of men. Hero got to his feet, and 


standing between Linda and the coming 
danger gave a warning bark. 

“Listen!” said one of the men. “There’s 
a dog in there. Maybe it’s the one with 
the little girl. Take it easy, men.” 

The searchers for the little girl kept 
walking in the direction of the barking 
dog, and soon their flashlights revealed 
the now awakened child and the dog. As 
the men came toward them, his back bris- 


tling and teeth menacingly bared, Hero 
growled, “Stay away! I don’t want to hurt 
anyone, but this baby is mine! No one 
touches her while I’m here!” 

The men kept their distance from the 
little girl and her dog. Then the leader 
spoke. “There’s no question but that this 
is the little girl who is lost. But we can't 
get near her with that dog standing guard. 
Bill, you take the car and head into town 
and tell the others that the girl has been 
found, and that we'll bring her in as soon 
as someone comes and calls off the dog!” 

Mr. Howard and Danny were found and 
brought to the little spot in the woods. As 
soon as Hero saw Danny, his menacing at- 
titude became one of exuberant joy. Every- 
thing would be fine now, Danny would 
see to that. 

Safely back home, Mr. Howard put the 
sleepy little girl into her grateful moth- 
er’s arms, and said, “Well, Hero lived up 
to his name tonight! We are going to have 
to revise our opinion of him!” 

Praise and good will at that moment were 
of little importance to Hero. Danny had led 
him back to the kitchen and opened a can 
of dog food, and all that Hero wanted in 
life was the opportunity to enjoy his supper 
with Danny close beside him. 


Death or Dishonor 
From page 3 


his country. But many of his people who 
had embraced the Christian religion re- 
mained faithful when their white leaders 
were forced to leave. 

One day Mwanga sent his soldiers 
throughout his kingdom to gather a large 
number of junior-age boys for the palace. 
Among them were forty Christians. 

The king commanded all the boys to do 
something very evil, and told them that if 
they disobeyed him they would be killed. 
These Christian boys realized that to obey 
the king would mean breaking one of the 
Ten Commandments. What could they do? 
Certainly they could not escape, for they 
were surrounded by soldiers. They could 
pray—and they did pray, most earnestly. 

When King Mwanga heard what the 
Christian boys were doing, he was very 
angry. He sent word that anyone who re- 
fused to obey his commands was to be 


FEBRUARY 20, 1957 / 17 





burned publicly in a huge wood fire. Soon 
the heathen parents of the Christian boys 
heard about the trouble and hurried to the 
palace. They pleaded with their sons to 
obey the king’s orders and save their lives. 

It was indeed a sad sight. Fathers and 
mothers were weeping over their sons and 
urging them to obey the king—the boys 
were weeping with their parents at the 
thought of facing a fiery death. But not a 
boy yielded. Not one of them would break 
od of God’s commandments to save his 
life! 

Finally the day of execution came. A 
great pile of brush and logs was made out- 
side the palace grounds. The king was 
there. So were the soldiers and thousands of 
people. The parents still pleaded with their 
sons to obey the king. The boys tearfully 
but steadfastly refused. Then one by one 
they were placed in the huge pile of brush 
and logs. The fire was started and all forty 
perished in the angry flames. 

There is a little chapel there today— 
marking the spot where those forty coura- 
geous young boys chose Christ and death 
rather than dishonor and life. In the chapel 
is a painting of the great fire and on a 
plaque nearby are the names of the boys. 

What a privilege we have to help send 
the gospel to men and women and boys 
and girls who will courageously die rather 
than dishonor the name of Jesus Christ! 


How Billy the Bully Changed 
His Name 


From page 5 


to be sure. But through all his daydream- 
ing and inattention he heard the minister 
say something about Jesus being gentle 
and kind, and that He never stooped to 
meanness and bullying. 

Somehow, the minister’s words stuck in 
his mind. He couldn’t get rid of them for 
days, even though he tried hard to forget 
them. The truth was that Mother was still 
praying, and God’s Spirit was pleading with 
him to give up his old bully ways. 

Deep down in his heart, Bill wanted to 
be like Jesus. He didn’t really want to be 
“Billy the Bully” any more. There was 
something hateful and mean inside him 
that made him act the way he did. Gradually 
there came to him a great longing to be 
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different. He wanted to be kind and to 
have people like him. He had tried at times 
to be kind in the past, but his efforts had 
never been successful. The only way to get 
over his difficulties, he reasoned, was to 
pray about them. 

Billy had no idea that he and Mother 
were now praying for the very same thing. 
But God knew, and He understood that 
there were two desperate hearts “@ 
for Him to work. So God worked. Yo 
could tell it by what happened to Billy. 

Mr. Wade and Mrs. Trent were the first 
to notice the change. They were tremen- 
dously surprised one morning when they 
saw Billy the Bully picking up Jamie, who 
had fallen from one of the school teeters. 

“Can I believe my eyes?” asked Mrs. 
Trent, astonished. 

“It isn’t possible!” exclaimed Mr. Wade, 
equally astonished. 

But it wasn’t long after that that Billy 
stopped one of the older boys from fighting 
someone smaller than himself. Yes, a change 
really was taking place in Billy's heart! 

“Mrs. Sommerfield, I can’t get over the 
change in Billy,’ Mr. Wade told Billy’s 
mother one afternoon. “He’s so much nicer 
now.” 

And Mrs. Sommerfield agreed, with great 
happiness in her heart, that Billy had cer- 
tainly changed. God had heard her prayers. 

She was more sure than ever when she 
heard the neighbor children across the 
street calling, “Hey, Billy, please come over 
and give us a wagon ride down the hill.” 
They weren’t a bit afraid of Billy any more. 


Small Girl at the Door 
From page 9 


Straightway, the younger lady picked up 
the volume and looked through it again. 
Then, “I'll have that set,” she said, and 


promptly paid a third of the purchase price@™) 


as a deposit. @ 

That night in prayer, the colporteur and 
his family thanked the Lord sincerely for 
good success, and as he stood up, he put 
his hand on his nine-year-old daughter's 
shoulder. “You sold that set today by your 
good example,” he told her. Then he turned 
to his wife and added, “The children not 
only help themselves in selling, they help 
their daddies too!” 





Stairway to the Stars 
From page 8 


through into the darkness inside. Then she 
stumbled and fell right over something. 
There was a grunting noise. Clara pushed 
herself up on her hands and stared around 
her. She wanted to stand up. She wanted 
to run. But more than either one, she 
wanted to know what was going on. 

When her eyes became accustomed to 


“@Mthe darkness, she saw a boy sprawled out 


in front of her. “Hello,” he said. 

“Hello,” Clara said. “Are you the boy 
who takes care of the horses?” 

“Well, you might say that,” he drawled. 
“I pitch their hay down out of the loft.” 

“There isn’t any hay in here,” Clara 
said practically. 

The boy grinned. “I’m hiding, right now,” 
he confessed. 

“Who are you hiding from?” Clara asked. 
Her curiosity had just completely swal- 
lowed her shyness. 

The boy ducked his head. He looked as 
shy as Clara for a minute. 

“From you,” he admitted finally. 

“From me?” Clara’s astonishment made 
her eyes bug out. 

“Sure,” he said easily. “We're all hiding. 
We've never had anyone come to live with 
us before. And we thought we would wait 
till we saw you before we let you see us.” 

“You don’t mean ” But Clara couldn't 
go on. It just couldn’t be. At last she 
gasped out, “Who are you?” 

“Why I’m Tom Learned,” the boy said. 
He looked up at a sudden noise. “And that’s 
Millie, there in the doorway. And that one 
peeking over her shoulder is Hitty. Eb 
must be around someplace.” 

Clara pulled herself to her feet. Then 
she clapped her hands together. “Oh, oh,” 
she said. “You are the four children. Why, 
I though 4 

Tom grinned cheerfully. “You thought 








“Was that it?” Millie asked. 

“No,” Clara denied quickly. “It was just 
that I thought 
go on. 

“I know,” Hitty offered. “You thought 
we were going to be grown up like your 
brothers and sisters.” 

Clara smiled gratefully. “That's it,” she 
said. “That’s exactly what I thought.” 

Another boy, two heads taller than Tom, 


@° weren't going to like us.” 


” she didn’t know how to 





stuck his head in through the doorway. 
“If you want to play run sheep run with 
us, you better come on out so we can get 
started.” 

That was the beginning of such a play- 
time as Clara had never known. They went 
to the woods. They crossed the river on 
logs. They rode horseback. Sometimes they 
even rode out on the great swinging log 
that went out over the dam, fifteen or 
twenty feet below. The saw carriage, it 
was called. 

One afternoon Clara came rushing in 
with Millie and Hitty. Lovett, one of their 
friends, was about twenty feet behind them. 
Clara dodged behind the big chair in the 
old parlor. Millie and Hitty hid behind 
doors. Lovett panted in and looked around. 
“There’s no need to hide,” he said. “I'll 
find you anyhow.” His voice was high and 
sharp but he wasn’t angry. He was just 
breathless. 

Mrs. Barton stepped through the kitchen 
door and almost fell over him. “What's all 
this running around in here?” she demanded, 
startled. 

“Clara and I were going to race in from 
Rocky Hill,” Lovett panted. “I thought she 
would come straight—only she didn’t. She 
slid down those rocks by Devil’s Den and 
crossed over on the log bridge——” 

“Clara,” Mrs. Barton protested, “I don’t 
know what’s to become of you. You're get- 
ting to be wilder than the Indians your 
father fought.” 

Lovett lowered his head. “It was mostly 
my fault,” he admitted. “I dared her to 
race.” 

“Oh, I wanted to race,” Clara protected 
him quickly. 

“Race or no race, it is time to rest,” 
Mrs. Barton said firmly. “Now you two 
scoot Over to your own wing while Clara 
takes a nap.” 

“I'm sort of worried about you,” Captain 
Barton said gravely as he sat down beside 
Clara on the sofa a while later and took one 
of her hands in his own. “You see, you used 
to sit with me in the evenings, and we 
would learn things. Now you are just too 
tired to sit. I don’t see how you are ever 
going to grow up to be a teacher. Teachers 
have to know so many things.” 

“Oh, it doesn’t make any difference, 
really,” Clara announced grandly. 

“It doesn’t?” Captain Barton asked, com- 
pletely mystified. To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


IX—The Treasure of Reverence 
(MARCH 2) 


Memory VERSE: “Keep thy foot when thou 
goest to the house of God, and be more ready 
to hear, than to give the sacrifice of fools” (Ec- 
clesiastes 5:1). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the commandments that tell us to rev- 
erence God, His name, and His Sabbath, in 
Exodus 20:1-11. Go over the memory verse daily. 


SUNDAY 
Reverence for the Name of God 


Open your Bible to Psalm 148. 


When we talk of being reverent we do not 
mean merely sitting quietly in church, for we 
can sit quietly in church and yet be very irrever- 
ent if we allow our thoughts to dwell on secular 
subjects. True reverence does not belong merely 
to the house of God, or to His Sabbath. It 
has a place in our everyday life. It means relat- 
ing ourselves to God and all that belongs to Him 
in the right way. It means showing a respect 
and an appreciation for all that belongs to God. 
It affects us all—young and old, high and low. 
Read Psalm 148:11-13 and find from how many 
kinds of people God expects praise. 


The very sound or sight of the name of God 
causes us to feel and act differently. It is said 
that the scribes, when they were copying the 
Scriptures and came to the name of God in any 
of its forms, would stand up, and bow their 
head, and wipe their pens clean and dip in ink 
again before writing the sacred name. 

One whole commandment deals with the way 
we should revere God’s name. Repeat the third 
commandment (Exodus 20:7). 

We would not need to be told to revere God’s 
name if we fully appreciated what He has done 
for us in giving us salvation through Jesus. 
“He sent redemption unto his people: he hath 
commanded his covenant for ever: holy and rev- 
erend is his name,” says the psalmist (Psalm 
111:9). 

For further reading: FPatriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 306, pars. 5, 6. 

THINK how much God has done for you, 
and how precious His name is to you. 

ReEso.LvE that you will never utter His name 
unthinkingly, irreverently. 
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MONDAY 
Reverence for God’s Day 


Open your Bible to Ezekiel 20. 

God has given us six days in which to work 
and do our own pleasure, but one day, the 
seventh in the week, He has set aside for His 
worship, for remembering Him as the Creator 
of the earth. Repeat the fourth commandment 
and see what God’s purpose for the Sabbath is 
(Exodus 20:8-11). 

When we keep the Sabbath we show that we 
love and revere God. Find what God calls the 
Sabbath in Ezekiel 20:19, 20. 

“As the Sabbath was the sign that distin- 
guished Israel when they came out of Egypt to 
enter the earthly Canaan, so it is the sign that 
now distinguishes God’s people as they come out 
from the world to enter the heavenly rest. The 
Sabbath is a sign of the relationship existing be- 
tween God and His people, a sign that they 
honor His law. It distinguishes between His 
loyal subjects and transgressors.”—Testimonies, 
vol. 6, pp. 349, 350. In the wilderness God gave 
the children of Israel a wonderful sign that the 
Sabbath was a holy day. A double portion of 
manna fell on Friday, and none fell on Sabbath. 
The manna that went bad if kept overnight from 
Sunday to Thursday, kept fresh and nice when 
kept over Friday night to be eaten on Sabbath. 
The people were carefully instructed to gather 
a double portion on Friday and not to go out 
to gather manna on the Sabbath. Some of the 
people, however, did not believe and went out 
Sabbath morning to gather manna, but they 
found none (Exodus 16:27). How ashamed they 
must have felt when Moses rebuked them. Some 
time later we read of another man who defied 
the command of God. He went out in front of 
everyone and gathered sticks on the Sabbat 
When news of the lawbreaker was brought 
Moses he asked God what should be done to 
the offender. God’s order was for him to be 
taken outside the camp and stoned. (Numbers 
15:32-36.) His act of disobedience was a sign 
of his lack of respect and reverence not only 
for the Sabbath but for the Creator. His fate 
made everyone more solemn and made them 
more reverent toward all that belonged to God. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 307. 

THINK of the meaning of the Sabbath, how 
it helps us learn more of God and come closer 
to Him. 








Pray that in all your thinking, your speak- 
ing, and your actions, you may keep the Sab- 
bath holy. 


TUESDAY 
Reverence for God’s House 


Open your Bible to Genesis 28. 

Every place that is devoted and consecrated 
to the worship of God and the teaching of His 
Word is holy and commands our reverence. “Ye 
shall keep my sabbaths, and reverence my sanc- 
tuary: I am the Lord,” God says (Leviticus 19: 
30). Our memory verse tells us how thought- 
fully we should approach the house of God.‘‘Keep 
thy foot when thou goest to the house of God, 
and be more ready to hear, than to give the sac- 
rifice of fools’ (Ecclesiastes 5:1). 

When Jacob had his wonderful dream of the 
ladder that reached from heaven to earth with 
the angels of God ascending and descending it, 
and when God’s voice spoke to him and gave 
him promises for the future, how did Jacob feel 
on waking. Find what he said in Genesis 28:16. 
He was awed and afraid. Look in the next 
verse and see what he called this lonely spot 
where he had met with God in a dream. It 
became a hallowed place to him forever, and he 
called it Bethel, which means “the house of 
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God” (margin, verse 19). In God’s house we 
meet with Him in prayer, we praise His name 
in song, we hear His will through the Sabbath 
school lesson, through sermons and talks. 

“If when the people come into the house of 
worship, they have genuine reverence for the 
Lord and bear in mind that they are in His pres- 
ence, there will be a sweet eloquence in silence. 
The whispering and laughing and talking which 
might be without sin in a common business 
place should find no sanction in the house where 
God is worshiped. The mind should be prepared 
to hear the word of God, that it may have due 
weight and suitably impress the heart.’’—Testi- 
monies, vol. 5, p. 492. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 
ple, pp. 265, 266. 

THINK of your behavior in the church of God. 
Can it be improved? 

Pray to be more aware of God’s presence when 
you enter His house. 


WEDNESDAY 
Reverence for All That Is Holy 


Open your Bible to 1 Samuel 5. 

For many years in Israel’s history the Philis- 
tines caused God’s children great distress. Dur- 
ing the days of Samson they managed to take 


f 
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God taught the Israelites to reverence the Sabbath by sending manna on six days, none on the seventh. 
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from them that which they knew to be the 
most prized possession of the children of Israel— 
the sacred ark. In 1 Samuel 5:1, 2 find where 
they placed the ark. They thought it would 
bring them power as it had brought power and 
triumph to Israel before they had grieved 
the Lord. They did not realize that it was a 


symbol of God’s presence, and that it could 
only help them as they placed their faith in 
the God of Israel. Read the next two verses 
(1 Samuel 5:3, 4), and find what happened when 
the sacred ark was placed in the heathen god’s 
temple. This alone was cause for terror among 
the Philistines; but when they were to be afflicted 
with a painful disease, the Philistines’ triumph 
turned to fear and they were anxious to leave 
the ark alone. They held a conference to talk 
about the situation, and decided to take it away 
to Gath. But the plague followed the ark there 
and descended on the inhabitants of Gath, so 
they took the ark to Ekron, but here too its 
presence brought only sickness and death. For 
seven months the ark was in the land of the 
Philistines. Finally it was agreed to send it to 
the nearest city of the Levites on a new cart 
drawn by two cows upon whose neck a yoke 
had never been placed. In a wonderful way 
these cows, gently and without human guidance, 
bore the ark, with an offering of gold that the 
Philistines had placed with it, to Beth-shemesh. 
But the inhabitants, even though rejoicing at its 
return, did not have the reverence for holy things 
that they should have had. They lifted the 
covering of the ark to see what was inside that 
had such great power. This irreverent act re- 
sulted in the death of many. Later the ark was 
taken to the home of one who gave it the rever- 
ence due to it, and we read that the Lord blessed 
the house of Obed-edom because he reverenced 
the ark. Twenty years later David took it back 
to the tabernacle where it belonged. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 586. 

Tuinxk! Are you careful of everything that be- 
longs to the worship of God? 

Pray that you may be more reverent in the 
use of everything connected with the house of 
God and the worship of God. 


THURSDAY 


Becoming Holy Ourselves 


Open your Bible to Leviticus 19 and 20. 

This week we have been studying about cul- 
tivating the treasure of reverence. We have 
thought about the sacredness of God’s name, of 
keeping the Sabbath reverently, of reverence in 
the house of God, and of a reverent attitude to- 
ward everything belonging to Him and His wor- 
ship. There is another temple that we should 
be very careful of. Paul refers to it a number of 
times—the temple of our body. We should treat 
it with reverence, too, because it belongs to God. 
Read Leviticus 19:2 and 20:7, and see what 
God tells us to strive for. Yes, we ourselves are 
to be holy—we must so grow in grace that when 
people see us and hear us they will know that 
we belong to God. 





For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 5i, par. 2 

Tuink! Am I trying to have that holiness in 
my life that God’s servants through the ages 
have had? 

Pray that day by day you may be drawn closer 
to Jesus and that your life may show forth His 
holiness. 


FRIDAY 


How much do you know about this week’s 
lesson? Check yourself with these ten questions, 
looking up the references where you are not sure 
of the answers. 

1. From whom is reverence for God an 
(Psalm 148:11-13.) 

2. Which commandment tells us to be rever- 
ent of God’s name? (Exodus 20:7.) 

3. Which commandment tells us to reverence 
God’s day? (Exodus 20:8-11.) 

4. Of what is sincere Sabbathkeeping a sign? 
(Ezekiel 20:19, 20.) 

5. How should we relate ourselves to the house 
where God is worshiped? (Leviticus 19:30.) 

6. Who made sacred the place where God spoke 
to him in a dream, calling it Bethel, the house 
of God? (Genesis 28:16-19.) 

7. What sacred object that symbolized God’s 
presence did God once allow the Philistines to 
take from Israel because of their irreverence? 
(1 Samuel 4:10, 11.) 

8. When it was placed in the temple of their 
= Dagon, what happened? (1 Samuel 5:1- 

9. What are we ourselves to become as we 
grow in grace and the knowledge of God? (Levit- 
icus 19:2.) 

10. What are our bodies called? 


(1 Corin- 
thians 6:19.) 





Stairway to the Stars 
From page 19 


“No,” Clara told him. “You see, I’ve 
changed my mind about being a teacher. 
I’m going to run a sawmill and cut logs 
all day long.” 

Captain Barton laughed. “A very interest- 
ing job for a young lady, I would say.” 

“Yes, isn’t it?” Clara said demurely. 

(To be continued) 
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Bible Games 


FOR JUNIOR YOUTH 


BIBLE GROUPS also 
JOHN AND JUDAS GAME 


Here are two fascinating -- in one, 
presenti an opportunity to learn 
some of the interesting facts about the 
Bible ab yet find thoroughgoing pleas- 
ure. The same set of serves for 
two different games, both of which 
will hel yours people find pleasure 


oo PRICE, $1.00 


SPELLING GAME 


A game for Juniors to play with 
younger brothers and _ sisters—these 
thirty sets of twin cards will provide 
instruction and entertainment for very 
young children by making them fa- 
miliar with some common wo 
through association of the words with 
the pictures that portray them. The 
first fifteen sets are for very young 
children, and the last fifteen sets are 
designed for a slightly older group. 


PRICE, $.75 


BIBLE TRUTH GAME 


i ame consisting of 101 
nicely printe with accompany- 
ing instruction and answer book pro- 
motes interest in Rible facts. Some 
of the 5 qunetions test the memory; som 
ae thought. Profitable for Sab- 


a PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE GEOGRAPHY GAME 
A sea that lost its tongue, imported 
apes Mae Bg a adie 
tow: jocate these refer- 
a“ 7 in = ible? This attractivel 


rinted game affords suitabi 
Bob bbath y in finding Bib 


place names. 
PRICE, $1.00 
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BIBLE "SEEK" GAME 


Here is something new in Bible es 
that will afford many hours of ex- 
citing and instructional fun. Any num- 
ber up to twenty can play it, but the 
maximum pleasure comes when layed 
by from Ae to eight A ge t tests 
one’s knowledge of Bible characters 
and one’s agility in spelling their 
names. It uses an interesting forfeit 


system. 
PRICE, $1.50 


BIBLE CHARACTERS GAME 


Conducted according to the rules pro- 
vided, it furnishes stimulating rivalry 
in acquiring a wide knowledge of Bi- 
- ersonalities co = what books of 
ible ge be found. Educa- 
oe and A emulation are 
provoked in the family circle or church 
group when played intelligently. 


PRICE, $1.25 


BIBLE BOOKS GAME 


This is a new game cleverly designed 
to teach those who play it how to 
familiarize themselves wi ~ relative 
— of the books of the — 
evelops skill in turning quic' 

any needed Bible text. Fn 

durable enameled stock, it consists of 
66 cards, one for each book of the 


Bible. 
PRICE, $1.00 


Each game neatly boxed. Purchase a 
complete set of 7 games and save $1.00. 
Regular price, z- 5. Special combina- 
tion price, $6.75. 


Add Sales Tax Where Necessary 
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TICO, the COYOTE, No. 12—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1957, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 





1. Tico certainly was handicapped in having to hunt 
and make his living on three legs while dragging a 
six-foot chain. But he found grasshoppers still plenti- 
ful and for a time he could live well on them. 2. 
Once he was shot at, and he jumped when he heard 




















the bullet whine as if ricocheted off a rock in front 
of him. 3. It was harder to catch ground squirrels, 
but they were plentiful and some were not very 
wise, so at times he would succeed in nabbing one. 
Chipmunks and mice were also common and fat. 




















4. The real test of Tico’s ability to survive came 
with the winter frosts. He managed to kill a por- 
cupine and eat it without getting too many quills. 
5. Later on he found a mule deer that had broken 
through the river ice and had been washed ashore. 

















7. One day the chain whipped around a thorn bush 
as Tico ran along. It had often caught on brush but 
Tico had always managed to break it loose before. 
8. This time, try as he would, he could not pull it 
free. Eventually he lay down and howled a long and 
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The carcass was frozen, but Tico gnawed away at 
it and made many a meal on it. Later he also dis- 
covered a dead sheep on the range. 6. The chain 
hindered and annoyed the coyote. He often stopped 
to tug and chew at it but the iron would not give. 








mournful call for help, but there was no answer. 
His mate had been shot that spring and could not 
come to him. 9. The freedom he loved had again been 
snatched from him, and in his last end he was alone, 
and the snow covered his dead body. The end. 





